Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on Hbrary shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http : //books . google . com/| 



r 



\ 






3 



a 



SINGING HEAVENWARD." 



BY 



E. GOUGH, B.A., 

BARROWFORI). 




; . ^^-^ ■ 80 ■ 



^ .. p.. . ., 



MANCHESTER : 
TUBBS AND BROOK, 11, MARKET STREET. 

1878. 



//> •■• ' 



/" 



Should cmj profit accrue from the sale of this hook, 
it will he given to the Fund for building a New Con- 
gregaUonal Chapel at Ba/rrowford, Bv/mley. 



" SINGING HEAVENWARD." 



"The ransomed shall come to Zion with songs."— 

Isaiah xxxv. 10. 



Step by step we travel on 

To onr home on high, 
Hlonming days will soon be done, 

Paradise is nigh. 
New-bom gladness fills the breast, 
Sighing Sorrow sinks to rest. 
Living springs are making blest 

All the desert dry. 

Christ His pilgrims doth convoy 

Up to Zion's seat; 
There, in everlasting joy. 

All the ransomed meet. 
Land of freedom for the slave! 
Land of glory for the brave! 
Soon onr branching palms shall wave 

In thy golden street. 



* SINGING HEAVENWABD." 

Tune yoar harps, ye downcast saints, 

For the coining song ! 
Let no Yoice of harsh complaints 

Beach the blood-washed throng. 
Once we wept by Babel's stream, 
Now we walk like them that dream. 
And salvation is our theme, 

As we march along. 




EARLY PIETY. 



"Pray ye that your flight be not in the winter."— 
Matthew xxiv. 20. 



Whilb the spring of life is here, 
While the days are long and clear, 
While the dews of youth still fall, 
Hearken to your Saviour's call : 
Do not until winter stay. 
Fly to Jesus Christ to-day. 

Age will quench the vital spark. 
Winter days are short and dark, 
When your flesh and heart shall fail, 
When in death you weep and wail, 
Mercy may be far away. 
Fly to Jesus Christ to-day. 

Paths which in the spring are fair. 
Wintry storms le^ve rough an^ Ibare, 
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Where 'twixt flowery banks you go, 
Age will toil through sleet and snow 
O! while wintry storms delay, 
Fly to Jesus Christ to-day. 

You will need a cheering light 
In the dark and wintry night; 
Do not leave your lamp untrimmed 
Till the night has all things dimmed. 
Be ye ready, watch and pray, — 
Fly to Jesus Christ to-day. 




A GOOD OLD AGE. 



How sweet it will be when the harvest is past, 

And the beantifnl snmmer is gone, 
If the Master shall say to us all at the last, 

Yonr dnty is faithfully done. 
If judging in mercy the work we have wronght, 

EUs eye shonld look graciously down, 
And we who oft think we have laboured for nought 

Should gain through His goodness a crown. 

How sweet it will be in the time of old age 

To look on the life we have led, 
And to see that our history's earliest page 

Had ** Glory to God!" at its head. 
To know that our days in their vigour and prime 

Were never to vanity given, 
For we had been always redeeming the time, 

And laying up treasure in heaven. 

How sweet it will be when the end draweth nigh. 
If something for Jesus is done ; 
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If we have helped those that were ready to die. 

And sonls for the Savioar have won. 
To come from the fields we h&ve watered with tears, 

And sown with laboriouB love, 
Now bearing onr sheayes, as the aatumn appears, 

To the durable gamer above: 

How sweet it will be when onr strength is bat weak. 

And nature begins to decay, 
To know that we have not salyation to seek. 

As life is jnst passing away. 
To feel that the grave can no longer appal. 

Since Christ the dark chamber hath blest; 
And we have for long been expecting His call, 

And wishing to fly to His breast. 
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BUILDING FOR GOD. 



Nehemiah i.— iv. 



For Nehemiali*B valiant band 

The king hath kindly spokeni 
And Zion*B children ready stand 

To bnild her bulwarks broken ; 
Nor can the Ammonite appal, 

Nor difficulties dannt them, 
Thoagh soon as they begin the wall, 

Their foes begin to taunt them. 

"What do ye feeble Jews intend? 

Your folly never ceases; 
Why, if a fox your wall ascend, 

He'll break it all in pieces.'' 
But all the heed the Jews accord 

To their outlandish brawling, 
Is but to fsisten on the sword, 

And hurry on the walling. 

B 
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And as the bulwarks higher rise 

The swollen taunts diminish. 
For they who did the start despise 

Are frightened with the finish. 
Bnt Jndah builds her wasted place, 

And praises Grod within it, 
Who helps the lame to run the race. 

And shews them how to win it. 



And still the haughty scomer sings 

His doggrels of derision. 
To mock the day of feeble things. 

And Hope's aspiring vision. 
His wrath is an unloaded gun, 

His wit's a sounding blunder. 
He cannot make the righteous run 

By imitation-thunder. 

We care not for Sanballat's rage. 

Nor for Tobiah's grinning; 
The mighty works of every age 

Were scorned at their beginning : 
Our little wall may be their song, 

But we'll seem not to know it. 
Until we make that wall too strong 

For them to overthrow it. 
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Whenever Zion's gates ore down, 

And all is desolation, 
We mean to pray for her renown, 

And seek her restoration. 
The scoffers may the work deride. 

And call the gold '*niere gilding;" 
Bat if the Lord be on onr side^ 

They cannot stop the building. 
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A PENITENTIAL OLD AGE. 



"Youth is precious," old men said, 
Bat we laughed till yonth had fled; 
Then we saw that in onr play 
We had cast a pearl away. 

Now with sadness we lament 
Life's best hours in folly spent, 
When we bartered Time and Truth 
For the vanities of youth. 

Who can change a finished doom P 
Make the last year's roses bloom P 
Who from off the watered plain 
Takes the scattered drops again P 

So upon the wasted past 
Our regrets are vainly cast; 
Can we one light word unsay? 
Can we weep our deeds away P 
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Sins of yonth ihrongh manhood's years 
Leave a stain too deep for tears; 
Evil thonghts from childhood's stage 
Soil the mind of dying age. 

See the wake of vanished Time 
Marked by waves of sin and crime, 
Spreading, in their oeaseless flow, 
Widening tracks of wrath and woe. 

Far though we omr guilt can traoe, 
Christ hath more abounding grace; 
Though our sins a life-time fill, 
Mercy is more lasting still. 
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"IS IT I?" 



Luke xxii. 



LoBD when, of Judas thinking. 

Thou to the twelve didflt say, — 
"One who my cup is drinking 

His Master will betray," 
None charged the guilt and madness 

On others sitting by, 
But each one asked with sadness, 

"Lord, tell me. Is it I?" 

The traitor's dark example 

Is even now pursued; 
Who is it, Lord, doth trample 

On Thine atoning blood? 
Who says that he obeys Thee, 

But is a secret spy, 
And with a kiss betrays TheeP 

Lord, tell me, Is it IP 
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Whose palm for money itohee, 

Though vile the lucre be? 
Who cares for earthly riches 

More than he cares for Thee ? 
Who conld Thy money pilfer 

While homeless Then dost lie? 
Or sell Thy blood for silver ? 

Lordi tell me, Is it I ? 

When some free heart hath hasted 

Its balmy gift to shed, 
Who thinks the ointment wasted 

If poured upon Thy head? 
Who counsels. Thee and wonders 

Thou should* st the poor pass by, 
And yet Thine alms-bag plunders ? 

Lord, tell me. Is it I ? 

Who is there at Thy table 

With Satan in his heart? 
Who in Thy flock is able 

To act a traitor's part ? 
Who his own sin will sentence. 

And doom himself to die — 
A sinner past repentance? 

Lord, tell me. Is it I? 
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TWO WATS OF MEETING TROUBLE. 



'* The people munnured against Moses, saying, What shall 
we drink? And he cried unto the Lord."— Exodus 
XV. 24, 25. 



When^ tolling through the sandy waste, 
The Jews to Marah's brink drew near, 
The bitter waters mocked their taste 

With promise insincere. 
Made fretful by evasive good, 
The disappointed multitude 
From Moses asked, in wrathful mood, 

For water sweet and clear. 

Had not he too come tired and faint 
To the vile water's tempting brim? 
The grief that moved them to complaint 

Had all been felt by him? 
But from his lips no murmur passed. 
His burden on the Lord he cast. 
Until, on Marah's streams at last, 

The leaves of healing swim. 
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Still is the desert pathway trod 

By those who raise the murmuring cry, 

Who rail at man when prayer to God 

Would bring deliverance nigh. 
For faithless hearts in terror flee 
From love that hides in mystery, 
And lusting sense grows fierce to see 

One promised bliss pass by. 

But others, when their woes abound, 
To God alone their grief declare, 
And soon a healing tree is found 

To sweeten all their care. 
For that which murmurers may not know, 
His mercy to the meek will shew, 
And sorrow's bitterest draught of woe. 

Is sanctified by prayer. 
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OVER THE STRID. 



Over the Strid at one step yon go. 
Crossing the river that sweeps below; 
So, from the Bock that is sore and tried, 
'Tis bat a step over Death's rongh tide. 

Chorus, — Over the Strid! over the Strid! 

There, with the Saviour, our life is hid; 
Sorrow no more ! Jordan may roar ! 
'Tis but a step to the fairer shore. 

Death, through the ages, has rolled its flood, 
Still is its wrath by the Bock withstood; 
Still o'er the cleft which of old was riven, 
Stepping from earth, you are safe in heaven. 

Over the Strid! &c. 

Some in the floods have, alas! been drowned. 
Swept to destruction, and no more found; 
But from the Bock that is sure and tried, 
All may step to the other side. 

Over the Strid! &c. 
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This is the way that the Fathers went; 
They knew the Book which for them was rent : 
See ye their footprints on either strand, 
Shewing the way to the better land. 

Over the Strid! &o. 



Deeply the river of Death may flow; 
On to that beantifol land we go: 
For the deep river is not so wide, 
'Tis bnt a step to the other side. 

Over the Strid ! &c. 
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"The people said that it thundered."— John xii. 29. 



THB^voice of God on Zion's hill 

Like many waters Bonnded; 
It startled Kedron's gentle rill| 

From Olivet rebounded: 
It broke the wild bird's measured flight, 

And checked the eagle's soaring; 
While the bowed heavens in awful height, 

Were silently adoring. 

Although in accents loud and clear 

The words from heaven were spoken, 
Some who stood by were slow to hear. 

And failed to catch the token. 
They heard the voice high overhead 

With momentary wonder, 
Then careless to each other said, 

"It was the roll of thunder." 

That voice still echoes all around, 
But, to our follies leaning, 
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We think it is some empiy sonnd. 
With neither words nor meaning; 

And when onr Father's gentle speech, 
Like snmmer's rain is falling, 

We do not learn what He would teach, 
Nor come where He is calling. 

slow of heart to understand ! 

wilfnl in onr blindness ! 
We need a very plain command. 

And oft repeated kindness. 
Lord, give ns all the hearing eai'. 

That we no more may wonder. 
What means Thy still small voice so clear, 

And what Thy voice of thunder. 
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AN EVENING HYMN. 



** I will both lay me down in peace and sleep. "- 

FSALM iv. 8. 



The night is dark, bat Christ. is near, 
Beneath His wings no night I fear; 
The light ^f day may hence depart, 
I have a Dayspring in my heart. 

When all the world is hid from sight, 
My Saviour's smile still gives, me light ; 
And while His loving face I see, 
Jesns is all the world to me. 

In sweet forgetfnlness of care, 
I welcome sleep with praise and prayer; 
And throngh the silent night there seems 
The hash of worship in my dreams. 

With wakefal sense and open day, 
J venture far, and often stray^ 
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Bnt night brings fear lest ill betide, 
And wins me baok to Jesa's side. 



When in all places else oppressed 

I find relief on Jesa's breast, 

And there, when life's short day shall cease, 

ru lay me down in perfect peace. 
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AN AGED CHRISTIAN'S PRATER. 



Thou who long hast borne my caresi 
And for my safety planned, 

1 lean, in time of hoary hairs, 
On Thy supporting hand. 

Weak as a child, with every breath 
My body nears the dnst; 

give me childhood's strength of faith 
In Thee, my God, to trust. 

1 cannot, as in earlier days. 
Climb Zion's favoured hill. 

But though I may not walk her ways. 
My heart is with her still. 

I would not from Thy mercy's fold 
By length, of days be driven ; 

I wish to die a saint enrolled. 
Then join Thy saints in heaven. 
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Deathi my last foe, comes near at length, 

Yet is my sonl secnre; 
What though He break my mortal strength. 

Thy covenant is sore. 

Thon wilt sustain me through the strife, 

And bring me, in Thy love, 
Swift moving up the path of life, 

To happier scenes above. 

There shall I in unfading youth. 

Appear before Thy face. 
To sing Thine everlasting truth. 

Thy firee almighty grace. 
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FOR AN ANNUAL CHURCH MEETING. 



Sing alond of mercies, plentiful and free, 
Coming like the rain-clouds from a boundless sea : 
Mercies, rich and tender, cheer us from above. 
Springing from the ocean of Emmanuel's love. 

Earthly springs may vanish 'neath a barren sky, 
Still the showers of mercy all our needs supply; 
Still the living waters down to Zion flow, 
Where we walk with Jesus, and His fulness know. 

Who kept close beside us all the long year through? 
Who was our souls' anchor when the tempests blew ? 
Well we know 'twas Jesus ruled our happy lot, 
Jesus, true and faithful. He who changeth not. 

Murmur not that loved ones entered into rest; 
Sigh not over crosses sanctified and blest : 
Gifts that made us happy, trials that befel. 
All were sent by Jesus, who doth all things well. 
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He hath well defencled all oar little flook, 
He bath been oni Keeper, and our Shelterins Book. 
Where the epringg were hidden, or the pastoie rare, 
Jesus aliewed the seoret, and He led ns there. 

While departed meroieB are to tnemory dear, 
Fwth can sing of goodnesB that Bhall ;et appear; 
For the word abideth on which we depend, — 
"Jesus lores His people eren (o the end." 




28 



SOUL-SBEKBRS. 



Tttjw—** Madam will you accept." 



Habk the Tempter whisperSi "Yon shall happy be, 
If yon will eat of this forbidden tree : 
Gome and pluck the fmitj that is fair to see. 
Gome and be my heart's dear treasure." 

Get thee hencoj Deceiver, though the fruit is fair. 
Sin, shame, and death all lurk together there; 
From the tree of life we seek fruit more rare. 
We will not be thy dear treasure. 

Hark, the World is calling, " Hasten unto me, 
Down to my idols bow the humble knee; 
Then with com and wine you shall honoured be. 
You shall be my heart's dear treasure." 

Vain deluding World, thy gifts a curse forbode, 
Friendship with thee is enmity with Gk)d; 
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May thy pomp and pride in the dnst be trod. 
We will not be thy dear treasure. 

Hark, the loving Savionr says, in accents blest, 
"Come ye that labonr, I will give yon rest: 
They who seek me early, and love me best, 
They shall be my heart's dear treasnre." 

Onr whole heart makes answer to that loving plea. 
Thine, holy Savionr, we desire to be; 
Gladly we will vralk and talk with Thee, 
We will be Thy heart's dear treasure. 
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A LOVE STRONGER THAN DEATH. 



" I lay down my life that I may take it again. No man 
taketh it from me, but I lay it down of myself." — 
John x. 17, 18. 



Why doth the Prince of Life await 

A sinful mortal's doom ? 
No forcefol hand or binding fate 
Conld drag His sonl through death's dark gate. 

Or lock Him in the tomb. 

What holds Him from the watchful eyes 

That search for Him above ? 
The cord that binds the sacrifice 
To that dread altar where He lies 

Is willing, steadfast love. 

With wings of morning He might soar 

Beyond the reach of pain ; 
But, lo! He bleeds at every pore, 
His cup of agony runs o'er, 

Yet dotb He not complain! 



"singing heavbnwabd." 31 

His arms the cmel crosff embraoe. 

And there His sufferings prove 
How willingly His power gives place 
Unto His far-exceeding grace. 

And more constraining love. 

So, Saviour, let Thy will be done 

By this glad heart of mine; 
I fain would put Thy spirit on, 
And bear my cross for love alone, 

As Thou didst carry Thine. 

Not like a bridled horse or mule 

Would I be curbed or driven; 
I would be docile in Thy school. 
Made easy for Thy grace to rule. 

And to Thy service given. 

I ask not for a guarded way. 

Wherein I cannot fall; 
Give me a heart that fears to stray, 
A mind to hear what Thou dost say. 

And answer to Thy call. 

Then made for all Thy purpose meet, 
I shall not need Thy rod; 
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" SINGING HEAVENWARD." 



Give but one hintj a promise sweet, 
A line, a print of bleeding feet, 
Where Thou Thyself hast trod. 

And swift as streams their passage force 

Unto their native sea, 
My love shall keep her constant coxurse, 
Ne'er backening to her narrower sonroe. 

Bat broadening on to Thee. 
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PLENTIFUL MERCY FOR GREAT LOVE, 



" Her sins, which ai*e many, are forgiven ; for she 
loved much."— Luke vii. 47. 



The Saviour sits at Simon's board, 

A barely welcome guest, 
By Bcornfal Pharisees abhorred, 
He is not owned as Simon's Lord, 

Nor treated like the rest. 

Bat while the proad the Savionr shau 

A harlot yentnres nigh, 
The kindnesses they left undone 
This humble penitent will run 

With gladness to supply. 

Though she has far from virtue been, 

And wicked ways has trod. 
She turns to Christ from paths unclean, 
And feels His goodness intervene. 

To help her back to God. 

E 
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Behind her Lord she meekly stands, 

And wets His feet with tears; 
She ponrs thereon, with loving hands, 
The choicest balm of Eastern lands. 
Nor cost nor censure fears. 

She stoops to wipe His way-worn feet 

With tresses long and fair. 
While frequent kisses still repeat 
The tale of sorrow all unmeet 
To be outspoken there. 

Full well the Saviour knows her shame 

Who acts so kind a part, 
But undistxurbed by Simon's blame. 
He works the work for which He came, 

And heals her broken heart. 

And still He loves to gather such 

As are from virtue driven; 
He feels no loathing at their touch. 
And if they only love Him much, 
They shall be much forgiven. 

A harlot who her shame can feel, 
And would from sin depart. 
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Is dearer to the Savionr still 
Than he whose vam devisings fill 
His TilOj self-righteons heart. 

O Saviour! write us not with those 

Who feel no need of Thee; 
We would not scatter with Thy foes, 
Nor to Thy grace our spirits close, 

As doth the Pharisee. 

Give us the contrite harlot's lot, 

Close to Thy feet to stand; 
Give ns her faith which faileth not, 
Her grief by sense of sin begot. 

Which craves Thy soothing hand. 

Give ns the love which e'er abides, 

And most Thy favour wins; 
Love like the overflowing tides. 
In whose great depths this harlot hides 

Her multitude of sins. 



'^^SSf^^SSS^^' 
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FOR SABBATH EVENmG. 



HoLTj happy Sabbath day. 
Take not thou thy peace away; 
Leave ns thonghts from folly free, 
Thonghts of Christ and victory. 

We to-day have been "with God, 
We His hallowed conrts have trod; 
Bread of life to ns was given, 
Besting at the gate of heaven. 

Now down Zion's hill we go. 
Thick the darkness lies below; 
Earthly cares will ronnd ns press. 
Foes will try onr steadfastness. 

Strong in grace onr foes we'll meet. 
Tread the world beneath our feet; 
While onr watchword still shall be 
Jesns gives the victory. 
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Life's long years will soon be gone. 
Life's hard work will soon be done; 
Then shall sorrow flee away 
From an endless Sabbath day. 

In that day, for ever bright, 
As we walk with saints in light. 
This onr happy song shall be, 
" Jesns gave the victory." 
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FOLLOWING ON TO KNOW THE LORD. 



JesuSj when Thou didst of yore 
Sight onto the blind restore, 
Not at once did their new sense 
Bead creation's evidence. 
'Twas a faculty sublime. 
Wanting care and meet employ, 
Working out, with change and time, 
Life-long ministries of joy. 



First in Nature's opening book, 
Thy dear face their wonder took; 
Grace more heavenly, sight more fair, 
Never found they pictured there. 
Next they gazed on flower and stream, 
While the day's illustrious spring 
Poured its rainbow tinting beam 
Over each created thing. 
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Thee and Thy green earth they saWj 
Lost in ecstacy and awe, 
Until man before them stood. 
All Thy works. they counted good; 
In his look and life they found 
Broken grace and sinful spell, — 
Man had built on holy ground 
Seats and synagogues of hell. 

As the dying day Withdrew, 
Sunset glories met their view. 
Next, while gloomy night went by. 
Starry sentries walked the sky. 
Times and seasons in their flight : 
Sky-blue depths of ocean wave : 
All, to their astonished sight. 
Some new sense of gladness gave. 

• 

So, when Thou to us didst bring 
Light on Thy all-healing wing, 
We but knew in small degree 
What a fulness dwelt in Thee. 
First our wavering unbelief 
Shrank to see Thy pierced side, 
Then, with mingled love and grief, 
"Hafl, oxur Lord! our Ctod!" we cried. 
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In Thy light's great overflow, 

Beauty's sphere did wider grow ; 

From her ancient gloom estranged 
Mystery to glory changed. 

Tmth and Mercy, hand in hand, 

Walked in Wisdom's pleasant ways ; 

While, throngh all the peacefnl land. 

Sprang forth righteousness and praise. 

We have seen the morning ray. 
Give us. Lord, the perfect day; 
We have walked Thy wisdom's shore, 
Let us now its depths explore. 
Wise unto salvation grown. 
We would Thy full glory see. 
Until Thou to us art known 
As we all are known to Thee. 




O 
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A PRAYER FOR YOUTH. 



Thou Guide of youth to Thee I cry, 
Instruct me, guide me with Thine eye; 
Help me from youthful lusts to flee, 
And find untainted joys in Thee. 

My spirit plumes her restless wing 
At sight of each forbidden thing. 
And sports with the enchanting snare 
That lures to regions of despair. 

A wandering sheep on mountains dark, 
A dove without a sheltering ark, 
A drifting ship far out at sea. 
Such am I, Lord, when left by Thee. 

A bounding hart too fleet for chase, 
A shining light in darkened place. 
An eagle which from far can see, 
Such am I, Lord, when led by Thee. 

Lord, shew me wisdom's pleasant road. 

Her paths of peace, and bright abode; 

And may I love those paths so fair. 

And walk with Christ for ever there. 
1 
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GOD^S FATHERLY PITY. 



Heayenlt Father^ round me 

Thy kind arms entwine, 
As aronnd my children 

I place mine. 
Tend me in my sickness. 

Comfort me when sad, 
With Divine endearments 

Make me glad. 

From Thy heavenly fulness 

Let my soul be fed, 
As unto my children 

I give bread. 
Fill my spirit's gamer 

With the finest wheat, 
Canaan's hidden manna 

Make me eat. 

Let me hear distinctly 
All that Thou shalt say, 

As my children hear me 
Day by day. 
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Speak to me, my Father^ 

Words divinely sweety 
WMle I sit and hearken 

At Thy feet. 

Up the heights of knowledge 

Help my sonl to flee; 
As I teaoh my children^ 

Lord, teach me. 
Pity all my dnlness. 

Chide me when I sin^ 
To Thy light of wisdom 

Take me in. 

Keep my wayward passions 

Underneath Thy swayj 
I give not my children 

Their own way. 
So do Thon command me. 

Filial fear instil. 
That I may with meekness 

Do Thy will. 

Dwell with me, my Father, 

Every day and night, 
As I keep my children 

In my sight. 



"fltHGIUS BEAVEBWABD." 

THne abiding presanoe 
My dofenoe will be ; 

I ahftll dwell oontinnally 
Safe with Thee. 
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Neither shall they learn war any more."— Micah iv. 3. 



Jesus, Thon Prince of Peace, 
Bid wars and fightings cease 

The earth around. « 
Bemove the corse of Cain, 
Cut every spear in twain, 
Let not the crimson stain 

Pollate the gronnd. 

Cast ont onr lasts and crimes, 
Speed on the happy times, 

Latest and best. 
Onr raging passions qnell, 
Now set on fire of hell. 
And make Thy peace to dwell 

In every breast. 

Bid men eschew the wrong, 
Then Thy salvation strong 
Tlieir shield will be. 



/ 
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They need no warlike force, 
Of chariot and of horse, 
Who take the npright conrse. 
And trust in Thee. 

Let none who name Thy name 
Think lightly of the shame, 

Or dare be mnte, 
When men in evil honr, 
Go forth in .pride of power, 
To bite and to devonr. 

Like to the brute. 

When threatening discords rise, 
May connsels of the wise 

Tme peace restore. 
May swords in scabbards mst. 
While men with better trust. 
And daring to be just. 

Learn war no more. 



e*'^igH»Cj^^p 
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Rather rejoice, because your names are written in 
heaven."— LuKB x. 20. 



Lord, when to Thee Thy Bervants came. 

In joyfal haste to tell, 
How far the terrors of Thy name 

Had chased the hosts of hell, 

They thought the gifts by devils feared 
The best Thy love had given 5 

Bat Then didst bid them most be cheered 
To have their names in heaven. 

Some from Thy gates will yet depart 

As Satan's followers known, 
Who cast him from another's heart, 

Tet kept him in their own. 

Bat names once writ by Mercy's hand 

In Thy blest book, shall stay 
When from Thy face both sea and land 

Shall shrink and flee away. 



48 "singing heavenwabd." 

Thy Chnrcli's mlers to this hour 
Have with her foes combined, 

By coveting Thy hand of power 
More than Thy lowly mind. 

Thy thnnder and consaming fire, 
Thy gleaming sword to kill; 

These Thine ambitions priests desire 
More than to do Thy will. 

They know not, in their blind estate. 
How great the corse would prove, 

Conld they be as their Master great. 
Without their Master's love. 

But gifts of power losa joy afford 
Than meekly following Thee; 

We do not want Thy sceptre, Lord, 
But Thy humility. 
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